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ABSTRACT
This Master of Fine Arts thesis combines 
two genres, poetry and prose.
Chapter 1, "The Tunnel," is a prose trans­
lation of the original short story by Friedrich 
Dtirrenmatt. Chapter 2 is a group of free verse 
poems. Chapter 3 can be termed a calendar poem. 
The poem is in twelve sections, with each section 
corresponding to a month of the calendar as illus­
trated by Norman Rockwell. Chapter 4 explores 
the relationship between form and content in 
poems. Chapter 5 contains a prose poem and two 
poems with a first person narrator.
iii
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KEROSENE FLAME GRANDPA
Kerosene Flame Grandpa, founder of 
The Society For An Equal Alphabet and 
constant companion of the lonesome lamppost, 
envies the more frontispiece than commercial 
Prince Albert In The Can as he sits 
with his eyebrows in his hands and asks,
"What is it that one cannot accept?1’
he has often received abundant applause 
as the best actor in a supporting role 
but considers it to be nothing more 
than aesthetic doldrums dripping 
from the drainpipe as he longs 
for those ten seconds when the poisonous 
snake lives like clockwork
But with useless guide words sitting atop 
the blank columns of his Pocket Dictionary 
and his mousetrap empty (including bait), 
Kerosene Flame Grandpa can only try to remember 
that moment before the train crash 
and grope for the h y e n a’s hind leg.
17
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THE SHHH DEVIL
Down a dark alley-way
under the sickle moon,
The Shhh Devil 
slinks in temp to
the Hitchcock bassoon;
toads sprout like flowers
from slimy footsteps, 
hop once, then
glassify: ceramic
garden ornaments. Why
it's enough to make a shepherd quake!
Then knocking on 
back stage doors,
The Shhh Devil beckons 
extras from the chorus line
with a wink and a jerk 
of the chin. Oh no,
this Shhh Devil grunts 
on no one's pleasure,
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THE QUAKER ON THE OATS BOX
'•Poor little boy," 
the mother says to herself, 
looking down on her son 
eating his Oatmeal.
"Today he goes off 
for his first day 
of kindergarten, 
and h e’ll probably 
come home wanting 
to marry some 
Chinese girl!"
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GREAT NAME WILLY
Great Name Willy 
used to play piano 
as background honky-tonk 
to the train whistle
and sing, "Pleeez,
Mr. Custer, I don't!
wanna go" while
a guitar climbed out 
of his underwear.
When--after an 
in-performance blunder-- 
the front row locals
chided, "Say, Willy,
do you struggle 
for your own good?"
He'd do the sidewise shuffle 
and mumble, "Why sure." 
And if they'd harass, "But
do you struggle?"
Willy'd chomp 
on a drumstick, stamp out 
a downbeat, and howl
in harmony with 
the hyenas
in the cheap seats.
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THREE SISTERS
The first sister is named for a delicate flower; 
her touch is soft as infant bunting.
The second sister tends an apple orchard;
she shakes the boughs and ripened fruit f a l l s .
The third sister has piano legs and dreams 
of a bicycle from a rich uncle.
while father 
digs a grave, 
they play
hide-and-go-seek 
among the stones 
in a field of
perpetual care, 
and mother pumps 
water from a well
The first sister has still ears:
she does not hear what others say.
The second sister has nightmares of a funnel cloud 
she heeds what others say.
The third sister beckons an ornate glass: 
she hopes of what others might say.
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2 x  12
a 2 x 12 
planks
the dung 
heap: p e c k ­
ing perch 
for the crow,
ramp-track 
for the w h e e l ­
barrow; 
the heap
grows up 
not out.
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QUILTING
Graph paper 
pattern beside 
her, a woman sits 
cross-legged, bent 
over meticulous 
stitchery. She
squints as fingers 
work the needle 
into a multi-colored 
array; then pulls 
it through as if 
slowly waving good-^ 
bye, again and 
again, finally 
pausing to examine 
the geometric face 
and frayed fabric
beneath. Satisfied, 
she double loops her 
locking stitch. And 
bites off the thread 
with a smile.
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LIFE, AUTO, FIRE
On a spiral ring binder--
the open-mouthed thrill
and the wide-eyed frightened stare
of a fast sleighride
--the months turn.
* * *
1.
On a concentric circle 
throwrug: a bespectacled
pair (each on the edge of 
his wickerwork chair) share 
a two-way tripod music 
stand. One sports a vest 
over flannel, white socks 
in flat heeled slippers, 
and cheeks puffed to the 
clarinet. His partner 
double sure in suspenders 
and belt, a hip pocket ker­
chief, and a poised toe 
mid-tap to the violoncello. #
A  baying hound in the fore­
ground completes the trio.
25
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"Just how old is this gray mare?" 
asks the whip-cracking circus master 
to the bucket-perched vet 
peeling back flabby, bristly lips 
to inspect her grinders.
Tail rhythmically 
swishing, the swayback stands patient, 
bridle anchored to a lead weight 
on the turf. And the rooster 
on her rump balances 
the hen on the doc's butt.
2.
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A  tall, thin 
dandy (port­
folio in hand) 
doffs a feather­
ed cap over
the wide-flanked, bell-nosed Holstein 
guarding the shy 
bonneted mil k ­
maid clutching 
pail and stool 
like a Hummel 
figurine: eyes
downcast, chin 
to her chest 
the toes of 
her right foot 
crawl nervously 
on the instep 
of the left.
3.
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Sitting atop a grassy knoll 
within a small circle of
animal friends in pairs 
(butterflies, rabbits,
robins, deer, and fox) 
a bare-footed, straw-hatted
freckled boy with his flute 
(dragonflies, raccoons,
turtles, goats, and ducks) 
woos the coquette dressed in
white from stockings up to a 
ruche-fringed collar and bow.
Fingers raised between notes, 
eyebrows raised in hopes,
he leans his tune to an u n ­
yielding ear as she coyly
smiles away: hands pointed
like a church steeple squeezed
between her knees, gathering 
her skirt to reveal tiny,
white polka-dots on a 
powder blue petticoat.
4.
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Over the gilt-lettered 
frosted window of his 
GENERAL STORE door, 
the shopkeeper hangs 
a makeshift scribbled 
GONE ON BUSINESS sign 
and turns to follow 
the twin bamboo poles 
in the batsman-like grip 
of his stockboy peeking 
round the corner so 
to make good their escape 
on a lazy early morn­
ing fishing trip.
WILL RETURN TOMORROW
can be extrapolated behind
his mischievous smile.
5.
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Summer! The heat-transfixed gaze 
of the oarsman boy looks aft to gramps 
in green jeans sucking an unfired pipe. 
While one gnarled hand wraps around 
a rod and reel, the other tilts a fly- 
pinned, tattered hat atop his crown 
to shade tired eyes looking down on 
a spaniel pup hanging o'er the stern: 
red tongue dangling, thirstily lapping 
his reflection rippling in the wake.
6.
A
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Pour a glass of lemon­
ade, wife, for your 
sprawled out, snoozing 
husband: double chin
propped on the handle 
of a push mower, belly 
bloating a palm tree 
print shirt, and hot 
feet cooling next to 
a pair of unlaced brown- 
on-white saddle shoes.
Yes, pour the lemonade. 
Don't just stand there 
shaking your head as if 
to mock, "Tsk, tsk, tsk." 
Then towel his brow or 
make some shade as he 
unknowingly does for his 
companion napper: that
practical cat eclipsed 
by his rotundity.
7.
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The waist-clinging daughter 
feels the apprehension of 
her shawl-tugging mother 
debating on whether to buy. 
the bluet-ringed bonnet 
(yellow satin ribbons trail 
between her fingers) from 
the bearded traveling peddler 
modeling over his derby 
a carnation-topped bonnet 
(price tag dangling like 
an earring) and even his 
cart horse (yoked to a wagon 
of pots and pans, rakes and 
brooms, buckets, baskets and 
trashcans) pulls in style 
wearing a daisy-rimmed 
bonnet: custom made with
pre-cut ear holes.
8. .
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The setting sun envelops songbirds 
and leaves are starting to fall 
as the plump middle-aged pair 
bulge the love seat. She reads 
aloud from yellowed letters stuffed 
in a keepsake box. And holding her 
close, an open book turned down 
on his knee, he stares off into 
somewhere: a man with no regrets.
9.
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In parti- 
'colored sand- 
lot uniforms: 
leathern helmets, 
shoulder pads, 
kidney pads, 
and mud-cleated 
hightops, tumbl­
ing footballers 
pile in a heap 
of elbows, knees, 
and buttocks.
To
cover a fumble, 
assume 
the fetal 
position.
10.
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As the panting setter sits on its haunches, 
the 12 gauge lies breeched against a flat- 
sawn stump topped with queued-up shot gun
shells. The tennis-shoed son--his shoes 
the mark of a novice--learns on a .410: 
right cheek pressed to the stock, left
eye squinting, sighting by aligning
the notch and the bead, while dad--bedecked
in proper attire: hunters' ammo jacket
and safety-colored red hat--steadies 
the barrel and braces the shoulder for 
the recoil. The setter awaits the report.
11.
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You can bundle in a patch­
work quilt (holding a sniffles 
dampened hankerchief), wear 
a hot water bottle hat, sit 
with pajama legs rolled above 
the ankles of feet dunked in 
a steaming porcelain pail, and 
atomize your throat like a 
baritone's backstage routine. 
But it's all a supplemental 
remedy to that one, round, dis­
tasteful tablespoonful of 
castor oil. Gesundheit!
A A A
And like 
a good neighbor 
Chester G. Schmidt 
is there
at 119 South Main, 
in Columbia,
Illinois
6-2-2-3-6
January thru December 
by Norman Rockwell.
12.
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HIGH RISK
My mommy used to go-go dance while my 
Soldier daddy did time in the stockade.
On sunshiny days, m o m m y’d pull the shades 
As paying-customer boyfriends dropped by 
With gifts and kisses and candy and toys;
Till my jealous daddy went AWOL, paid 
Good money for a gun, and made a raid 
On home at 4 am to shoot my mommy
Dead, then pulled the trigger to his head--I 
Slept through it. A nd now I live at my aunt's 
And uncle's, struggling by on social security; 
'Cause if your mommy used to go-go dance,
You just don't qualify for a policy 
With those benefits of life insurance.
38
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CHRISTINE DE PISAN OFFERS HER WORKS 
TO ISABEL OF BAVARIA, QUEEN OF FRANCE
Medieval castle walls, 
wrought-iron barred embrazures, 
casements sharply splayed;
On bedspread and canopy, 
gold embroidered blazonry: 
royal fleurs-de-lis;
In a circle round the Queen, 
elegant Burgundian
ladies in waiting;
Manuscript in out-stretched arms, 
bowing a starched white headdress, 
the authoress kneels.
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TAKE-/HOME ARTWORK
The grade school boy with 
an artificial spleen stands 
before the easel,
brush in hand, painting 
a water color landscape: 
a hill-topping house
amidst trees, songbirds, 
and cherry blossom reds run­
ning to a pinkish
hue...drip-dry pigments 
crackle as he rolls the take- 
home artwork (gift for
his mother) into 
a rubber band bound newsprint 
telescope to scan
the way home, where, on 
that one, memorable day, 
he played alone in
an open-windowed 
second story room: entranced
by harmonious
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birdsongs floating in 
on the breeze, this crawling child, 
cumulo-nimbused
with an infantile 
puff of curiosity, 
climbs unattended
upon the window 
sill, teeters, then drops like 
a plumb bob--mother,
meanwhile, calls from the 
kitchen, frowns at no reply, 
so she throws down her
apron, and hurries 
upstairs to find the playroom 
empty (window shade
flapping), then trembling, 
afraid to look, runs back down 
and out the back door
belatedly to 
kneel before the inert form 
crumpled upon a
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cherry blossom bed-- 
yet, in the aftermath, the 
boy's water color
gift (unrolled and scotch- 
taped as if a memo on 
his mother's kitchen
wall) grasps each detail 
of his fall: window shade, draw­
string, and finger ring.
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FORESHORTENED PERSPECTIVE
I summon a cough to raise phlegm
while pencil sketching teacup and hourglass
on a four-legged stool at 2 am.
Foreshortened perspective is the aim 
of the palimpsest-like sketch I erase, 
the paper tears and again I raise phlegm
to donate a globular mucus specimen 
to the teacup’s saucer for analysis 
when the sand runs out at 2 am.
The glaze is dull on this ceram­
ic pair and the teacup is saucerless;
I cough but raise no phlegm
and repeatedly call in vain the name 
of an absent one I long to caress 
on this cloud-shrouded night at 2 am.
I ’ve been cast off like jetsam, 
my arms cross in an empty embrace; 
wearily I summon a cough at 2 am 
staring at still-life floating phlegm.
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"THE PROPER TOOLS"
Few things in life work as well as a Volkswagen. 
At least that's what they say.
So here I was driving through the Navajo Indian 
Reservation on U.S. Highway 666 south towards Gallup, 
New Mexico, when all of a sudden my ’63 Bug stopped 
running. I took it out of gear and, as I was tra­
veling about sixty miles per hour, coasted for quite 
a distance. I slowed down to about thirty miles per 
hour and decided to try to restart it by putting it 
back in gear and engaging the clutch. To my surprise, 
the engine kicked over and started. I breathed a 
sigh of relief; but my joy was short-lived as the en­
gine coughed and died again. I looked at the gauge. 
Plenty of fuel: more than half a tank. Carburetor,
I mumbled to myself, or maybe the fuel pump. I 
switched off the ignition, threw it into neutral, 
and coasted another fifty yards down the road coming 
to a stop next to a dead jack rabbit.
Before I could even get out from behind the wheel, 
a car pulled up and a man jumped out offering to help.
I asked if he had any tools: specifically a set of
metric wrenches ranging in size from 6mm to 17mi... He 
said that he was just a popcorn salesman and the only 
tool he had was a hammer. He seemed so willing to 
help that I told him the hammer would be useful. 
(Actually, I could have used a rock from the side of 
the road for what I was going to do.) I went to the 
back of the car and raised the cover to the engine 
compartment. I took the hammer and lightly tapped on
45 ..
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the carburetor bowl. I thought that the float valve 
might be stuck and preventing the fuel from reaching 
the jets. With luck, a few light taps with the ham­
mer would loosen everything up.
The popcorn salesman was anxiously leaning over 
my shoulder and asking if this was going to fix it.
I said that we'll see in a moment and walked back to 
the driver's seat. However, when I turned the key 
the engine would not start. I got out, walked back 
to the engine, and pulled off the plastic fuel line 
leading to the carburetor. I figured that if the 
carburetor was o.k. then maybe it wasn't getting any 
gasoline. Thus by removing this line and cranking 
the engine, I could see if the fuel was arriving at 
its intended destination. I asked the popcorn sales­
man to hold the key on start as I held the fuel line 
in my hand waiting for the gasoline to spurt with the 
rhythm of the cranking engine. Nothing. I motioned 
to my new friend to stop. Hm, I thought to myself, 
it must be the fuel pump. The popcorn salesman walked 
toward me looking at his watch. He said that he better 
be moving on, since he had a sales meeting later in the 
afternoon. I gave him back his hammer and thanked him 
for his assistance. He said that it was his pleasure 
to help and asked me if I wanted a ride into town. I 
said that I would rather wait and see if someone would 
come by with the tools I needed. He didn't force the 
issue but did give me a sample bag of popcorn in case 
I got hungry.
I sat for about half an hour in the shade of the 
car. Every ten minutes or so I would crank the engine
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to see if the problem had somehow solved itself. No 
such luck. However, the second passing motorist also 
stopped to see if he could help. This second p a s s e r ­
by was a retired radio repairman. He also did not 
have a set of metric wrenches but was eager to help 
and did have a screwdriver. Using his screwdriver,
I removed the top cover of the fuel pump. (I felt 
guilty because the slotted hex head bolt should have 
been removed with a wrench.) With the top of the 
fuel pump removed, I checked the screen-like filter.
It was perfectly clean so that wasn't the problem.
Next I removed the filter in order to check the rese- 
voir to see if it was clogged with some foreign m a t ­
ter. I looked but there was nothing, not even g a s o ­
line. Based on that observation, I thought that the 
problem must be in the: line leading from the fuel pump 
to the gas tank. That was simple enough to solve, but 
I just didn't have the proper tools. So I replaced 
the top cover of the fuel pump and tightened it as 
tight as possible with the screwdriver. (Fortunately 
the gasket remained in one piece, but I did make a 
mental note to replace it later.) I handed the e x ­
radio repairman his screwdriver and thanked him for 
his help. He also apologized for not being of more 
service and even gave me an old transistor radio to 
aid in passing the time until someone would arrive 
with that necessary wrench.
I listened to the radio for over an hour--station 
KNJO, 110 on the A M  dial out of Albuquerque. Then 
right in the middle of one of my favorite songs, "El 
Paso" by Marty Robbins, a Navajo Indian walked up
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with a 13mm open-end wrench in his hand. First he 
removed the gasoline filler cap. Next he walked to 
the back of the car and disconnected the metal fuel 
line leading from the fuel pump to the gas tank.
Then he put the line to his mouth and blew. In a few 
seconds I could hear a bubbling sound from the open­
ing at the filler cap.
"Dirt in the fuel line," he said. "I blowed it 
out." Then he refastened the fuel line, replaced the 
filler cap, and walked away, stopping first to pick 
up the dead jack rabbit.
I yelled thanks, slammed the hood, got back in 
the car, and started the engine; then drove on to 
Gallup, eating popcorn and listening to the radio.
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CONVERSATION PIECE
Yes, I darn my own socks. And no,
I don't have a coffee table,
Dear Grandma, though 
There are drop-in 
Uninvited lovers camped 
And coupled all cozy 
And snug in a mummy bag 
On my front room floor.
How illicit, 
You'd say, but what's worse is-- 
Except for an occasion- 
A1 snifter or two--me, they ignore.
And oh, how their grunts 
Make me groan.
So. ..
Maybe I'll just mosey 
On down and post 
This epistle, then loiter 
In the lobby, and match 
Mugshots and digital 
Prints.
Or better yet,
Mail order
You and your Singer, and plug
You in with extension cord, overhead lamp,
And your throttle on a throwrug.
And how
I'll marvel as light plays 
On your bifocals while you lick 
And twist
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Thread through eyelets, set 
The shuttle,
Draw the bobbin,
Then clamp 
That presser foot 
Down; ease 
The wheel, toe 
The throttle,
And race that fabric 
Through fast as a blurr 
Till I clench 
My knuckles
White, cringing at that conceivable 
Needle in your nail.
Implicit,
Of course, is
Your care in such haste.
So y e s , please 
Do send that recipe for rice 
Pudding. And no, I don’t 
Have a rollaway,
And h a v e n’t met any nice 
Seamstresses.
But remember how 
I'd sit beside your machine, listen­
ing to you whirr;
And then in between stitches,
We'd accelerate our conversation 
Like electrical 
Rheostat switches.
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ANOTHER TRUE ACCOUNT
It was a hazy day, the day • 
the tundra fire smoke drifted 
into the Fairbanksan alternative 
day-care center, where I, an 
on-duty staff person, was sneaking 
a glance at the sports 
section.
.. Nearby a child (mouth 
agape) atop a teeter-totter, 
pointed up at the burnt orange 
disc in the haze and asked,
"What's that?"
"Huh?" I mumbled, 
my gaze on a Vida Blue wirephoto 
windup, when out of the sky boomed 
a deep voice,
"Pay attention, poet.'" 
Startled, I hopped-to and performed 
the proper introductions. "That's 
better," a more congenial Sun said 
as he moved down a little closer.
"I don't often speak to poets 
anymore. Imparting solar 
inspiration is not one of my 
normal duties."
The children, 
seemingly unimpressed by the visit 
of such a luminary, sauntered off 
towards the sandbox.
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"And my j ob 
is tough enough," he continued, 
strolling in the front gate. "What 
with all this smoke (cough, cough), 
I've damn near shined my spots off 
trying to burn through the haze." 
"Yes, I noticed the change 
in your countenance."
"But I don't 
need no late-inning relief," the Sun 
laughed and elbowed me in the ribs. 
"No way.' Nonetheless, I did want to 
take some time off and come down 
and chat because, frankly, I like 
your stuff. You're different."
Well, I hadn't been so pleased
since my first giant swing
on a swingset; but still a skeptic,
I blurted out, "What about 
my aesthetics?"
"Oh, you mean 
ground rules," the Sun shrugged. 
"Don't let it worry you. Just play 
it between the lines. A nd if they 
complain, take it as a compliment." 
"But do you have any advice?"
I asked. "What about the French 
symbolists?"
"Strictly lunar," 
he said sort of professorily. "And 
as far as advice, I'm constant. Like
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I've said before, don't deny your 
lineage, poetic or natural. I, too," 
he smiled, "have a thing about 
hard-throwing left handers.
And
don't hesitate to embrace things: 
animal, vegetable, or mineral.
Be kind to squirrels, share your 
insulation. And don't forget to 
hug those children, especially 
my curly-headed darlings.
You know," 
he paused, "I'm glad you came up 
to Alaska. Why of all the places 
I shine, this is one of my favorites.
I like the overview."
"Oh, Sun,
how can I thank you?"
"Don't even 
try," he warned. "Anyway, we must end 
our brief sojourn. I'm overdue up 
on the North Slope. And those kids 
are calling for you. Have fun!"
He winked and was gone.
I waved
and felt a chill; then shook it off 
and strode toward the sandbox.
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